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‘With sweetest flowers enrich’d, 
From various gardens cull’d with care.” 
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BY CHARLES CANDID. 
©. Saturday, Ag 4..x.1812. No. 18. 
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Por the Casket. 


ORIGINAL PAPERS, 


w"e@eteeeeveeeeesveeeee 


“ Gorgons, and Hydras, and Chimeras dire.” 


{could wish, friend Candid, through the medium of 


your paper to warn the householders of town and coun- 
try, both male and female, that they bolt their doors 


against a certain infernal miscreant, who, in whatsoever 


Hhouse she gains residence, is more mischievous than a 


ee 


monkey, and more dangerous than a rattle-snake. 
In point of age and pedigree, she is a first-born of the 
old Serpent, a cotemporary and close inmate of Cain. 
Her head is crested with snakes instead of hair. Her 
visage is changeable as the Cameleon, sometimes pale, 


sometimes livid, and sometimes scarlet-red: but though 


| changeable, it is always hideous. Her eye-balls are 


bloodshotten and fiery ; her nostrils distended ; her lips 


blubbering, and emitting poison; her teeth sharp and 


projecting, and her tongue forky. Her smile is a wolf- 
ish grin. Her aliment is viper’s broth. Her right 
hand is clenched, and in her left is a cup drugged with 
human misery. 

Her speech is in the scare-crow style; and though 
she is subject to fits of sullen pouting dumbness, they 
are like a dead calm that precedes a hurricane. So won- 
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derfully constructed are her vocal organs, that her voice 
is both grum and shrill, at once a growl and a scream; 
and, in her musical mood, she chants bass, tenor, ang 
treble, all in a breath, and with a dissonance that grates 
the nerves and curdles the blood. 

The house in which she sets her feet, instantly be. 
comes haunted. Strange and frightful noises are heard, 
now in the kitchen, then in the parlour, and then again 
in the bedchamber. Chairs dance about the room, as; 
by magic; tables upset; candlesticks, shovels and tongs, 
and the very dish-cloth, fly around, helter skelter. 

The cursed sprite against whom I give warning, sel. 
dom visits a young couple on the day of their marriage, 
nor, commonly, till the completion of one whole moo 
thereafter. In this particular she is so punctilious, the 
I never in all my lifetime knew her to break the rule, 
in more than half a score instances. As soon, however, 
as the second moon begins, the young housekeeper 
must keep a sharp look-out. Yes, upon my honor, they 
ought to keep.a sharp look-out ; for wo betide the fami: 
iy that has learnt to dance minuets to tunes of her com. 
posing. Not a crumb of comfort, thereafter, will re. 
main to a single sou] of them, man, woman, or child. 

It is all one to her, whether a family be in high ot 
low life ; for she visits, alike, the palace and the cottage, 
and with equal freedom associates with wealth an 
splendor, and with poverty and rags. Yet she is no 
without her antipathies and partialities. For as, on the 
one hand, she flies the abodes of genuine christian chart: 
ty, as the evil spirit Asmodeus, in Tobit, fled from the 
fumes of the fish’s liver; so, on the other, she neve! 
fails to frequent the tabernacles of impiety and profane- 
ness; and more especially, wherever a bottle of brandy 
or rum is brought home daily for family use, there 1s 
she. 

In describing her visage I had neglected to mention 
that upon her forehead is a name written, DOMESTIC 
DISCORD. 

ZENO. 
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For the Casket. 
ROVER.......Wo. III. 


FE pluribus unum.” 
Saturday, April 4, 1812. 


Quid dem? quid non dem ? renuis tu quod jubet alter ; 
Quod petis, id sane est invisum acidumque duobus.—Hor. 


Mr. CANDID, 
THE diversity of taste, among the different class- 


© esof mankind, and even among those who are assimi- 


lated in their manner of thinking on most questions of 
morals, and who have travelled hand in hand through 
the regions of science, is a subject which has long stag- 
cered the most learned, and baffled the exertions of 
those most versed in the mysteries of human nature. 
While some gaze with delight, on those beauties which 
a fine summer’s evening offers tothe eye, others seek 
for pleasure only in the thunder storm, the whirlwind, 
or the tempest; while some view, with transport, the 
charming scenes which surround this city, and which na- 
ture every where affords,by others they are unheeded and 
unnoticed ; and ¢hey can be satisfied only with the ro- 
mantic wildness of the Alps, or the awful grandeur of 
Niagara. 

But wide as this difference is, In respect to the beau- 
ties of nature, it is no less perceptible in matters of taste, 
properly so called, and in those sensations produced in 
the mind by the efforts of Painters, Poets, and Orators. 
Whether this be owing to a keener relish, and a greater 
degree of sensibility, in one mind than another, or to a 
radical difference in the formation of those senses which 
are the inlets of our simfle ideas, or whether it must be 
attributed to habit and education, has never been deter- 
mined ; and a solution would, perhaps, be attended with 
no other consequence than an eulogium on the ingenu- 
ity of its authors. But it is certain that, while some 
minds, like the harp of Memnon respond to the soft 
‘touches of the breeze of heaven, others require the 
application and the strength of a master’s hand, to be 
awakened into music. omer has wonderfully combin- 
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ec the sublime with the pathetic and the tender, anq 
has thus offered the richest repast to every palate; and 
it may be owing to this circumstance, in a great mea. 
sure, that he has in ail ages been the Idol of every love; 
of Poetry. He who delights in the description of natural 
objects, or loves to dwell on the horrors of battle, may 
here be gratified to the fullest extent 3 and if he dislikes 
to linger with Hector in the field of blood, may folloy 
him to the “ Sczean gate,” and there witness a scene whic} 
will arouse all the finer feelings of the soul, and woul! 
have startled a tear, even in the eye of the intrepid, 
mail-clad warrior of Greece. 

This difference in men, as to the susceptibility of 
pleasure from the same objects, either natural or moral, 
has been wisely ordained by the author of our existence, 
Had it been otherwise, we should have been in comps 
rative darkness, and society would have worn an aspec 
entirely different from its present. It is nota little re. 
markable that Savages have all the same diversions, the 
same pleasures, and the same pursuits ; and that they ar 
now as gross in ignorance and barbarous in manners w 
they were when first visited by our fathers. 

This diversity in our tastes, leads some to seek fo 
pleasure and information in the regions of fancy, an¢ 
allures others up the hill of science; all throw the re: 
wards of their labor in a common stock, and so each 
contributes to the happiness and knowledge of each. 
Thus this difference in men, which at first appears s0 
extraordinary, becomes a contributing cause of all that 
polish of manners, refinement of sentiment, and advance: 
ment in science, which distinguish the present day. 

EGBERT. 
— + oe 
FOR THE CASKET. 

Mr. Candid, 

There is no speceies of wit so wsefil, and at the 
same time so amusing, as that which is shown in Cor- 
undrums ; it is so highly esteemed, in our polite circles; 
that it is dangerous for a man to stir abroad without bis 


pericranium is well stored with a fresh stock of this ar- 
ticle. : 
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1 happened in ata party last evening, where there 
was a number of ladies employed in solving some Con- 
undrums, which it appears had much perplexed them. 
The moment I opened the door, a lady cried out, “ well, 
Mr. Benedict, you have just come in time; why is Mr. 
’s little finger like the brightest star in the firma- 
ment ?”—“ No, answer me first,” cries another; “ why 
is Bonaparte like offal meat:” Step, stop, ladies, give 
me a moment for consideration, before you propose any 
more questions. After thinking for a long time, no so- 
lution occurring to my mind, I was obliged, with shame, 
to acknowledge that I could not answer their questions. 
There certainly is nothing in Mr. ’s little finger, 
which resembles any thing but—his own little finger. 
Nor can I conceive why Bonaparte should be likened to 
apiece of meat. A number of questions, equally diffi- 
cult, were proposed to me, but I was equally unsuccess- 
ful with all except one. This one I was able to solve 
without difficulty. It was this—‘ why do the young 
ladies of Hudson, when dressed in corsets, resemble the 
House onthe Hill? The answer is palpable—“ because 
they then resemble churns, more than any thing else, 
“ either in heaven or on earth.” 

What added to my chagrin at not being able to an- 
swer any other, was, the triumph expressed in the eyes 
of a young beau who entered the room and overwhelm- 
ed me with a fresh inundation of wit. He is a perfect 
master of the subject, and answered every question al- 
most intuitively. I sat the remainder of the evening a 
mortified spectator, with the consoling reflection that all 
the company considered me to be an ass, because I was 
hot able to answer such simple questions. Iam deter- 
mined, however, to make Conundrums my sole study 
and am in hopes that in the course of a few weeks or 
months, I shall be able again to appear in genxtee/ compas 
hy with some degree of credit to myself. 


Yours, &c. 
BENEDICT. 








Hudson, March 20, 1812. 
#18 
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From the Desk of Poor Robert, the Scribe. 

I shall dedicate what few remarks I have to make in 
this number, to my fair readers, whose interest I have 
been extremely anxious to consult. From my youth 
upwards I have been an admirer of the tender sex, and 
never better pleased than in seeing them pursue the 
path of rectitude and honor. There is something in the 
character of a fine woman so truly estimable, and so sur- 
prisingly calculated to enchain the feelings, and to charm 
the heart of man, that it would seem next to impossible 
for her so far to undervalue her “ good name,” as ever 
to depart in the least degree from the sphere, in which 
nature intended her to move. I shall accordingly ad- 
dress a few observations to them, by way of hint or in- 
uendo, sincerely hoping that the source, from whence 
they are derived, will entitle them to some small share 
of attention. 

My aunt Tabatha, whom I have often mentioned, as 
a fine old lady. It is enough to do one’s heart good, for 
one to sit and hear her argufy any interesting topic. 
Although not much skilled in the lore of metaphysics, 
aunt Tabatha is an excellent reasoner, and I dare say 
that even if that shrewd old fellow, John Locke, was 
now alive, she could prove to him satisfactorily, that her 
blue stockings were not white, without a single argu- 
ment a fortiori or sposteiori. Aunt ‘Tabatha has three 
or four fine rosy faced daughters, upon whom she be- 
stows her constant and undivided attention. She loves 
them as all parents ought to love their children, and 
with unwearied diligence is employed in rendering 
them happy and contented. Not long since, as is my 
custom every fortnight, I spent an evening with aunt 
Tabatha, when among other. topics of discourse, she 
dropped a word about “ bringing up girls,” and as I 
well knew that nobody was better acquainted with a sub- 
ject of this kind, I desired her to give me her mind free- 
ly upon it. The good old lady immediately put herself 
into her accustomed talking attitude, with an elbow on 
each knee, and a full pipe of tobacco in one hand, and 
after some half a dozen whiffs began. 
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« Girls,’ says she “ require much more care and at- 


1 EB ¢ention in bringing up, than parents generally suppose. 
© [— Some people think it sufficient if they can get their 
hh » daughter's early introduced into what they call good 


d f company, make them acquainted with all the newest 
fashions, and teach them a kind of flippancy of tongue 
c [ and pertness of manners ; but lam of a very different 
> FB opinion. I never found that girls were generaily es- 


n HB teemed for any of these tinsel arts. On the contrary I 
ce J have almost always found that the kind of assuming for - 
ay © wardness which belongs to some females, renders them 
h [EB disgusting to their associates ; while a meek modest de- 


ee TO 


> portment as often assures to them a general esteem and 
‘respect. It has always appeared to me as one of the 
 createst misfortunes that can befall a young lady, to be 
F called or to be thought the belle of the town, and to be 
» surrounded by a cavalcade of languishing admirers. I 
> scarcely ever knew a lady of this character, who did not 
» meet more than her full share of public reproach. The 
| lips of the malicious and envious are ever prepared 
» with scandal, to endeavor, if possible, to bring sucha 
» person. down upon a level with themselves in the pub- 
lic estimation. Resides, girls that are constantly sur- 
rounded by a multitude of beaux, are not in a situation to 
place their attachments so judiciously as those who are 
' more recluse, and consequently have more time for so- 
» ber reflection. I have known many young ladies capti- 
© vated by what I should consider a trifling rccomplish- 
> ments in a young man, while at the same time they would 
q neglect the overtures of one, who in every respect was 

i vastly his superior. Now, I cannot account for this in 
§ any other way than from an error in bringing up. Had 

they been early taught to prefer the substance to the 
Shadow ; to admire solid rather than shadowy acquire- 





. meuts, it is not probable their judgment would often lead 
- them amiss. I consider it also very improper for a la- 
if dy to have any particular gallant continually dangling at 

her side, month after month, without his making any 
cd advances of love or even friendship. If a young gentle- 


man is really fond of a young lady, and wishes to make 
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her his wife, his intentions ought to be made known, an, 
it is most unquestionably the duty of the young lady t 
discard him, if he do not make proffers of attachmey 
after a suitable acquaintance. I have known the charg. 
ters of many young ladies suffer very much from an jp. 
attention to this particular. 

“To prevent girls from forming impreper attach. 
ments, I know no better rule than to learn them to 
domestic. Girls that are fond of home, will seldom ; 
ever be troubled by the officious gallantry of a conceited 
fop. They will be likely, moreover, as I observed be. 
fore, to make proper distinctions between the truly val. 
uable and the artificial ; between the man oftreal sense, 
and of imposing ostentation. It has always been my 
plan, in bringing up my girls, to endeavour to make 
them pleased with home, and to furnish resources ¢ 
amusement for them under my own roof; and I thin 
I have succeeded very well, as every other parent may 
do. I have been desirous of giving them a solid rathe 
than a specious education ; and have taken care to make 
them well acquainted with household affairs. At the 
same time I have never wished to debar them of ration: 
al amusements abroad, but have always wished to mak 
them prefer home to any other place.” 

Here aunt Tabatha’s pipe went out, and her speec! 
was brought to a close of course.—G/eaner. 


—“t SSS eee 


VARIETY. 


Conscience. Yl not meddle with it, it is a dangerous 
thing, it makes a man a coward ; a man cannot steal 
but it accuseth him ; a man cannot swear, but it checks 
him: ’Tis a blushing shame-faced spirit, that mutinies 
in a man’s bosom; it fills one full of obstacles; * 
made me once restore a purse of gold, that by chance ! 


found; it beggars any man that keeps it; it is turned 
out of towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and eve: 
ry man that means to live well, endeavours to trust him: 


self and live without it.—<Shekesfear’s Richard III. 
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Avollonian Wreath. 
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FOR THE CASKET. 
—— 
Mr. CanpipD, 
I send you the following Song, from the pen of Anacreon 
Moore, hoping that it may please your readers as much asvit has 


me. 


OSCAR. 


2. 


SONG.—By Moore. 


When Charles was deceived, by the maid he lov’d, 
We saw no cloud his brow o’ercasting ; 
But proudly he smiled, as if gay and unmov’d, 
Tho’ the wound in his heart was deep and lasting ; 
And often at night, when the tempest roll’d, 
He sung, as he paced the dark deck over— 


; “ Blow, wind, blow ! thou art not so cold . 


As the heart of the maid that deceives her lover.” 


' Yct he liv’d with the happy, and seem’d to be gay, 


Tho’ the wound but sunk more deep for concealing ; 
And fortune threw many a thorn in his way 

Which, true to one anguish, he trod without feeling! 
And still by the frowning of fate unsubdued ; 

He sung, as if sorrow had placed him above her, 


' “Frown, fate, frown! thou art not so rude 


As the heart of the maid that deceives her lover.” 


At length his career found a close in death ; 

The close he long wish’d to his cheerless roving, 
For victory shone on his latest breath, 

And he died in a cause of his heart’s approving ; 
But still he remembered his sorrow, and still 

He sung, till the vision of life was over, 
“ Come, death, come ! thou art not so chill 

As the heart of the maid that deceived her lover.’ 
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FOR THE CASKE?, 
Mr. CANDID, 

My friend “ Oscar,” a few days since showed me a Song 
from the pen of Moore, which he miormed me he should send 
to you for publication. I borrowed it for a few moments and 
wrote the following parody, which you will please publish with 
the original. 

BENEDICT, 

When Roger was jilted by Dolly, 

He swore that he never could bear it; 
Yet still he drank ale with the jolly, 

And bore the good name ofa rare wit ; 
But he often, when wielding his flail, 

Most dolefully sung of his sorrow— 
** No, cruel jade, no more I’ll bewail, 

Tho’ my pain should kill me to-morrow.” 


The swains tho’t him surely a brave youth ; 
For he lost all his sheep by the rot, 
But now he had learned this grave truth, 
Wealth’s but vain if by sweetheart forgot ; 
Still, when alone he dolefully sung, 
* ?Twould have broke your gizzard to hear it, 
“« Fortune, why frown upon one so young ; 
My heart is so taught you cart tear it.” 


Old Time at length, in a huge passion, 
To see honest Roger so stupid, 
His head cut a terrible gash on, 
More fatal than arrows of Cupid. 
Death seiz’d on his prey in a twinkle, 
Roger found time for to bawl out— 
“* O Dolly, of Roger, don’t think ill, 
When cold in my grave, I can’t crawl out.” 


— + a 


Selected for the Casket. 
ON DEATH. 


Methinks I hear the solemn knell 
Of some departed soul! 

That bids this empty world farewel, 
And flies beyond the pole. 








Pas * 


l, 
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The feeble wings of sense must stay, 
¢ = And tarry far behind ; 
dl Nor thought pursue the hidden way, 
“ Nor trace her uticonfin’d. 
i 


Quick as the light that brings the day, 
She mounts to yonder sky ; 

O! would she come, and softly say 
What ’us for man to die. 


But ah! no tongue can e’er unfold, 
W hat souls, departing, feel ; 

Or sure some triend e’er now had told 
W hat yet they all conceal. 


But stay, my soul, no further pry, 
When God will not reveal ; 

For those shall know what ’tis to die, 
And what the dead conceal. 


Hail, happy, hour! come, glorious day ! 
When I shall take my flight, 
Then shall I wing the unknown way, 
To yonder realms of light. 
——D + oe 


TO THE LADIES. 


The shape alone let others prize, 
Or features of the fair ; 

1 look for spirit in her eyes, 
And meaning in her air. 


A damask cheek, a snowy arm, 
Shall ne’er my wishes win ; 

Give me the animated form, 
That speaks the mind within. 








A face where awful honor shines, 
Where sense and sweetness move, 
And angel innocence refines 
The tenderness of love. 


These are the soul of beauty’s frame, 
Without whose vital aid, 

Unfinish’d all her features seem, 
And all her roses fade. 
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Gditer’s Garret. 


Here we take our stand,” 
Where “ nought but Candour reigns.” 





Our correspondents are requested to send their Spe- 
culations early in the week. 

The history of “ Mr, *******,” by “ Claudio,” is too 
ersonal ; it is, therefore, declined. 

“ Florilla,” “ Aurelius,” and our friend and corres. 
pondent, “ Don-Lorenzo,” shall be admitted next week, 

Our correspondents are particularly requested to avoid 
personalities. | 

We advise “ Harry Handy,” to let “ Benedict” alone 
We fancy he would get more “ kicks than coppers.” 

———a DSSS GD as iii a 
Communicated. 
DIED, 

At New-York, on the 17 ult. Miss Eliza O. Piggott, : 
the 19th year of her age. 

The moralist and the man of feeling, unite to weep 
over the grave of this excellent young lady ; who to; 
naturally fine mind, added solid improvement ; who: 
dorned her character by the sweetest disposition, and 
the most amiable manners. 

It is no common regret that is felt at her loss. She 
promised to be all, for which friendship could hope, a 
affection demand. 

She was older in wisdom, and every virtue than in years, 
and has fled from this earth, in the bloom of youth and 
beauty, “ nor left a fairer, nor a lovelier behind.” 


Adieu, sweet maid! rest in thy peaceful sleep ; 
Thou canst not hear us sigh, nor see us weep— 
Thy rest, like virtue, is a calm repose, 
W hich now no sorrow feels, no anguish knows. 
The Faith which mocks the grave, resists its pow’rs, 
Relieved thy sorrows, and assuages ours. 
A FRIEND. 
LL FFI AA LAS LIL ALALLAL FAA LALLA Lib Lh Lobb 44° 
Printed and published by C. N. Bement, Hudson. 
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